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«Matt 19. 1713. 


TV THE 


QUEEN. 


MADAM, 


Y only Title to the Great 
Honour, Tnow do my Self, 
ws the Obligation I have 
; formerly received from 
3 Tre Roy al Indulgence; which I re- 
member ws the utmoſt Gratitude. [ 
F WAS 


DEDICATION. 


was indeed Uneaſy , till I had be- 
thought my ſelf of ſome means of rehev- 
ing my Heart by expreſſing it s CAc- 
knowledements, My Inclination carry d 
me to Poetry, Your Virtues determin d 
me to Sacred Poetry above all other ; 
and in that Kind there 1s no Subjed 
more Hxalted, and Affecting, than this 
which 1 have choſen ; it's very firs 
Mention Suatches away the Soul 10 
_ the Borders of Eternity, Surrounds ii 
with Wonders, Opens to it on every 
hand the most Sur priging Scenes of 

Ahe, and c_AFtoniſhment, and Ter - 

mmates it s view with nothing leſs 
han the Fullneſs of Glary, and the 
55 Throne of God. 


4 


But this may Hook a very Improper 
Seaſon for any thing of ſo Grave and 
Solemn a Nature to preſent it ſelf be- 
Jore Tam, and Minzle with the Gayety 

| and 


| DEDICATION. 
and Splendor of Untverſal Joy and 
' Thankſerving , Tet if we conſider that 
| the thoughts which Jou will meet in 
the following Pages are Such as are 
ever uppermoſt m Tour own Heart , 
and that in all probability, thoſe Great 
 Bleſſmgs which Tour People now en- 
Joy, are Sls Reward of that Religious 
Bent of Mind, and /rtuous diſpoſition 
in their Prince, I hope That may 
Seem leſs Foreign and R 
which ws the Root of the Felicity now 
' flouriſhimg amongst Us, and Shedding 
it Ripend Fruits on our Land. 
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They are Strangers to Nor Ma- 
\ Jefly , who think when they write to 
the Britiſh Throne that Viftories and 
Triumph muſt be their conſtant Theme; 
| they know not there is Something You J 
bold much Dearer than either Your 4 
Fortune or Pur Glory; they have nut 
attended 4 


S | 
DE Sia SEE $4. 


DE DIC AT ION. 


attended to Your Unbounded Charities, 
they have not heard of Tour Royal Care 


and Generofity to thoſe who Serve at | 
the Holy Altar; they never Suffictent- | 


ly admir d Your reſolution of Building 


Maznificently to the Lord, and Set- 
ting wide the Gates of Salvation; in 
a Word, I hey are ſtill to be Informd 
that Prudent Counſels, and Succeſsfull 


Arms, well order d States, and hum- 


F 


bled Foes, are only the Second Glories | 


of Your moi Illuſtrious Reign. 
It is, MADAM, a Proſpect truly 


Great, to behold Jou Seated on your 


Throne, Surrounded with Your faith- 


Full Counſellours, and Mighty Men of \ 

Mar, Iſſung forth Commands to Mur 
OWN People, or giving Audience, to the 
Great Princes, and powerful Rulers | 
of the Earth; But why ſhould we con- 
ue Tour Glory here? I am pleas'd to | 
See X 


N DE DIC AT ION. 
| See You riſe from this lower World, 
Haring above the Clouds, paſſing the 
Firſt and Second Heavens leaving 
the fixt Stars behind You ; nor will ] 
' Liſe Tou there, but keep You Krill 
in View through the boundleſs Spaces 
on the Other Side of Creation in Your 
journey toward Eternal Bliſs, till I 
' hehold the Heaven of Heavens Open, 
aud Angels receiving, and conveying Nous 
Hill Onward from the Stretch of my 
Imagination, which tires in her Pur- 
ſuit, and falls back again to the Harth. 


hat a Paneeyrick 1s it on Hu- 
man Nature, to confider, that it ſhall 
come to paſs in ſome Future time 
15 Y eroagb which the thread of Your HAxi- 
1 fence ſhall run, that YO U Tour-Self 
= may forget this Glorious Year, or 
= make its Remembrance only Serve by 
Gage, on to recommend Superiur 


B Honours 


[ DEDICATION. 
4 Honours, and more Splendid Renown! | 
f Let us tremble at the Power of God | 
and adore the profuſion of his Goodneſs | 
on us his Creatures! We behold I hee, 
O Ween) Great in Peace and War, 
Great in thy Alliance, Greater in thy 
Self, We ſee Thee bleſſing thy People, 
and compoſing the Sirifes Europe, 
We ſurvey I hee in this full Light, this 

Blaze of Sublunary CE , and, 

Own thy Glory is not Jet Begun. 


b Such Thoughts might appear tos 
1 Warm and _Afetted on another Oc- 
caſion, but they are ſo Natural to Him 
Do preſents Such a T heme to Such 
a Queen that they are not without 
violence to be ſuppreſs d. When at 
Tour Royal leiſure You turn over the 
Following Sheets, if You find any thing 
that encourages Vi tue, or diſheartens 
Vice, let it mterceed far pardon of my 


many 
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' many Defets and Errours. That Your 
| Reign may be as Pious as it is Glorious, 
and give Poſlerity as many inflances of 
Exemplary Virtue and Religion, as it 
| will of Emment Talents and extraor- 
Ainary Capacities, that it may not only 
Hine in Hiſtory, and be Great in the 
Annals of the Earth, but alſo be ſet 
down in the Obfervation of Angels, 
and with diſtinguiſb d is; be 
written in the Book of Life, to give Joy 
4 the GREAT Dar, us the conſtant 
Prayer of Him who 1 (as mot re 
\ ticularly wag. d to be) 


Vun: MA J ESTYYS 
Mot Humble 
And moſt Obedient Subject 


EDWARD YOUNG. 


322 PO " * ; * — 


„ 


Ipſe Pater media nimborum in nocte coruſca 
Fulmina molitur Dextra ; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit, fugere Feræ, & mortalia corda 
Per Gentes, humilis ſtravit pavor. Virg. 


i HIL E Others Sing the Fortune of tlie 
f | | Great, 
2 Empire, and Arms, and all the Pomp of 


= 5 . [ State, 
With Britains Heroe ſet their Souls on fire, 


And grow Immortal as His Deeds inſpire; 


I | "I draw 
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I draw a Deeper Scene, a Scene that yields 
A louder Trumpet, and more dreadful Fields; | 
The World alarm'd, both Earth and Heaven o er. 4 


[thrown, 
And gaſping Natures laſt tremendous Groan ; 


* ** 


Deathꝭs antient Scepter broke, the Teeming Tomb, 
The Righteous Judge, and Man's Eternal Doom. 

Twixt Joy and Pain I view the bold Deſign, 
And ask my anxious heart if it be Mine; 
Whatever Great or Dreadful has been Done, 
Within the Sight of conſcious Stars or Sun, 
Is far beneath my Daring ; I look down 
On all the Splendors of the Britiſh Crown: 
This Globe is for my Verſe a Narrow bound, 
Attend me all ye Glorious Worlds around! 
O! all ye Angels, howſoe er disjoin d 
Of every various Order, Place, and Kind, 755 
Hear, and aſſiſt a feeble Mortal's lays, 
'Tis Your Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 

I graſp 
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Bat chiefly Thou Great Ruler! Lord of All! b 
Before whole Throne Archangels proftrate fall, 
If at thy Nod, from Diſcord, and from Night 


| Sprang Beautie, and yon Sparkling Worlds of Light, 
| Exalt een Me; all inward Tumults quell, 

The Clouds and Darkneſs of my Mind diſpell, 

To my Great Subject Thou my Breaſt inſpire, 
And Raiſe my Labouring Soul with Equal Fire. 


Man bear thy Brow aloft, view eyery Grace 
In God's great Ofspring, beauteous Nature's face; 
See Spring's gay Bloom, ſee golden Autumn's Store, 
See how Earth ſmiles, and hear Old Ocean roar ; 

Leviathans but heave their cumbrous Mail, 
{It makes a Tyde, and Windbound Navies fail : 
Here Foreſts riſe, the Mountains awful Pride; 


1 Here Rivers meaſure Climes, and Worlds divide; 


There 
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There Valleys fraught with Gold's reſplendent Seed, 
Hold Kings, and Kingdoms Fortunes in their Beds; i 
There, to the Skies, aſpiring Hills aſcend, | 
And into diſtant Lands their Shades extend; 
View Citys, Armies, Fleets ; of Fleets the Pride, 
See Europe's Law, in Albions Channel ride; 
View the whole Earth's vaſt Landskip Unconfin d, 
Or view in Britain all her Glories joyn d. 
Then let the Firmament thy Wonder raiſe, 
"Twill raiſe thy Wonder, but tranſcend thy Praiſe; 
How far from Eaſt to Weſt ? the labouring Eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure Bounds diſcry ; 
Wide Theater! where Tempeſts play at large, 
And Gods right hand can all it's Wrath diſcharge, | 
Mark how thoſe radiant Lamps inflame the Pole, 1 


Call forth the Seaſons, and the Year controul ; 


They Shine thro' Time; with an unalter'd Ray 


See this Grand Period riſe, and That decay 
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So Vaſt, This Worlds a Grain; yet Myriads grace 
With golden Pomp the throng d Ethereal Space; 
So Bright, with ſuch a Wealth of Glory ſtor d, 
Twere Sin in Heathens not to have Ador d. 
How Great, how Firm, how Sacred All appears 
How worthy an Immortal Round of Years 
Vet All muſt drop, as Autumn s ficklcft Grain, 
And Earth, and Firmament be ſought in vain: 
The Tract forgot where Conftcllations Shone, 
Or where the STUARTs filld an awful Throne: 
Time ſhall be lain, all Nature be deſtroy d, 


Nor leave an Atom in the Mighty Void. 


Sooner, or later, in ſome future Date, 
A dreadful Secret in the Book of Fate, 
This Hour, for ought all human Wiſdom knows, 


Or when ten thouſand Harveſts more have roſe, 


C When 
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When Scenes are chang d on this revolving Earth, 
Old Empires fall, and give new Empires birth: 
When Other Bourbon rule in other Lands, 
And (if Man's Sin forbid not) Other AN NES: 
While the (till buſie World is treading oer 
The Paths they trod five thouſand Years before 
Thoughtlels as thoſe who Now Lites Mazes run, 
Of Earth diſſolv d, or an exſtinguiſht Sun; 

(Ye sublunary Worlds awake, awake, 
Ye Rulers of the Nations hear and ſhake?) 
Thick Clouds of Darkneſs ſhall ariſe on Day, 
In ſudden Night all Earths Dominions lay; 
Impetuous Winds the ſcatter d Foreſts rend, 
Eternal Mountains like their Cedars bend; 
The Vallics yawn, the troubled Occan roar, 
And break the Bondage of his wonted Shore; 
A Sanguin Stain the Silver Moon o erſpread, 
Darknels the Circle of the Sun invade; 


From 
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Prom inmoſt Heavy n inceſſant Thunders rowle, 


And the ſtrong Echo bound from Pole to Pole. 
When loe! a Mighty Trump, One half conceal d 
In Clouds, One half to mortal Eye reveal d, 


Shall pour a dreadful Note: the picrcing Call 


Shall rattle in the Centre of the Ball, 


Th extended Circuit of Creation ſhake, 
The Living dye with fear, the Dead awake. 
Oh powerful Blaſt ! to which no equal Sound 


Did eer the frighted Ear of Nature wound, 


Tho rival Clarions have been ſtrain d on high, 
And kindled Wars Immortal through the Sky, 
Tho Gods whole Enginery diſcharg d, and all 


The Rebel Angels bellow'd in their Fall. 


- If 


Have Angels fin'd? and ſhall not Man beware? 
How ſhall a Son of Earth decline the Snare ? 
Not folded Arms, and Slackneſs of the Mind 
Can promiſe for the Safety of Mankind, 

C 2 None 


8 A Poem on the laft Day. 


None are Supinely Good; through Care and Pain, 
And various Arts the ſteep Aſcent we gain, 
This 1s the Scene of Combat, not of Reſt, 
Mans is Laborious Happineſs at beſt ; 
On this fide Death His Dangers never ceaſe, « 
His Joys, are Joys of Conqueſt, not of Peace. 
If then obſequious to the Will of Fate, 
And owning theſe Conditions of our ſtate, 
When guilty Joys invite us to their Arms, 
When Beautie ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpreads her 


[ Charms, 
The Conſcious Soul would Thy Great Scene diſplay, 


Call down th' Immortal Hoſts in dread Array, I 
The Trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian Banner ſpread, * 
And raiſe from filent Graves the trembling Dead; 
Such deep Impreſſion would the Picture make, 
No Power on Earth her firm Reſolve could ſhake, 
Fngag d with Angels She d Sublimely ſtand, 

And look regardleſs down on Sea and Land; 
N 


1 A Poem on the Lad Day. 9 


5 Not proffer d Worlds her Ardor could reſtrain, 

And Death might ſhake his threatning Launce in 
0 vain; 
Her certain Conqueſt would endear the Fight, 


And Danger ſerve but to ſupply Delight. 


— 


Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal Spring, 

© Whence flow the Terrors of that Day I ling; 
More boldly we our Labour may purſue, 
And all the dreadful Image draw to View. 

The ſparkling Eye, the fleck and painted Brealt, 
; The burniſh'd Scale, curl'd Train, and riſing Creſt, 
5 All that is Lovely, in the noxious Snake, 

: Provokes our Fear, and bids us fly the Brake; 
Ihe Sting once drawn, his guiltleſs Beauties ric 
© In pleaſing Luſtre, and detain our Eyes; 


We view with Joy, what once did Horror move, 


And ſtrong Averſion ſoftens into Love. 


Say 
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| 1 
Say then, My Muſe, whom diſmal Scenes delight, 5 
N 


Frequent at Tombs, and in the Realms of Night, 


Say, Melancholy Maid, if bold to dare | D 
The laſt Extreams of Terror and Deſpair, AN 
Oh ſay, what Change on Earth, what Heart in Man, N 
This blackeft Moment fince the World began. F 
Ah mournful Turn! the blisful Earth, who late > A 
At leiſure on her Axle rowl'd in State, 0 
While thouſand golden Planets knew no Reſt, 8 
Still onward in their cireling Journey preſt, f 


A grateful Change of Seaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet Viciſſitude of Fall and Spring; 


Some through vaſt Oceans to conduct the Keel, 
And ſome thoſe watry Worlds to fink, or ſwell; 
Around Her ſome their Splendors to diſplay, 
And guild her Globe with Tributary Day; 
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This World ſo Great, of Joy the bright Abode, 


Heavns darling Child, and Favourite of her God, 


Now looks an Exile from her Father's Care, 


| Deliver d Oer to Darkneſs and Deſpair; 


{1 
5+ 
7 


No sun in Radiant Glory ſhines on high, 
No Light, but from the Terrors of the Sky; 
Fall'n are her Mountains, her fam d Rivers loſt, 


And All into a ſecond Chaos toſt; 


One Univerſal Ruin ſpreads abroad, 


; Nothing is ſafe beneath the Throne of God. 


Such, Earth thy Fate; what then canſt thou afford 


ITo 9 and ſupport thy Guilty Lord? 
a | Man, haughty Lord, of all beneath the Moon, 
How muſt he bend his Souls Ambition down? 
Proſtrate the Reptile own, and diſavow 
; His boaſted Stature, and aſſuming Brow ? 
Claim Kindred with the Clay, and curſe his Form, 
That ſpeaks Diſtinction from his Siſter Worm? 


What 
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What dreadful Pangs the trembling Heart invade? 

Lord, why doſt Thou forſake, whom Thou haſt 

Who can ſuſtain thy Anger? who can Rand 2 

Beneath the Terrors of thy lifted Hand? 

It flys the Reach of Thought; Oh ſave me, Power 

Of Pow rs Supreme, in that Tremendous Hour! 

Thou, who beneath the Frown of Fate haſt ſtood, 

And in thy dreadful Agony ſweat Blood ; 

Thou, who for me thro' every throbbing Vein 

Haſt felt the keeneſt Edge of mortal Pain, 

Whom Death led Captive through the Realms below, 

And taught thoſe horrid Myſteries of wor,” 

Defend me, O my God! Oh ſave me, Power 

Of Powers Supreme, in that Tremendous Hour! 
But what am I, who dare invoke thy Name? 

Can Mortals Riſe to ſuch a glorious Claim? 

Oh Greater than the Greateſt! what are We, 


Thy Splendor known? the Sun's a Beam of Thee, 
Mankind, 
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| Mankind, who to and fro one Moment run, 
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Are But as Atoms dancing in the Sun; 


Vet what haſt Thou vouchſaf di my God refign'd 


And now the Sean Hinges open flew, 


To Pangs, to Death! the Thought o erwhelms my 
[ Mind; 
The Skies we meaſure, count the Stars, and ſound 


With Length of Art Old Ocean's Depths profound ; 


But Here the Soul 1s Loſt, we can no more 


Than Think, Fall proftrate, Tremble, and Adore. 


Tremble, Adore, inceflant Homage pay, 


| And hoard up Mercy for this dreadfull Day; 
f Who reads unmoy'd Great Maro's ſacred Page, 
His Trojan Anguiſh, and his Gracian Rage? 


; When Atreus Son his hoſtile Powers withdrew, 


The good Old King indulging needful Reft, 
In dewy Sleep bath d all his heaving Cheſt; 


At the Dead Silence of Profoundeſt Night 
In bolts a ghaſtly Slave in wild Afright, 
5 Throws 
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Throws wide His golden Curtains, and proclaims 
The Greek inſulting, and His Town in Flames; 
While yet he ſpeaks, the rapid Fires prevail, 
Confirm, and Interrupt the horrid Tale; 
The wide Horizon glows, the waving Blaze 
Throws ifs pale Glarings on the diſtant Seas: 
In vain the Monarch flys the raging Fire, 
Fell Pyrrhus thunders, where the Flames exſpire. 
Far leſs ſevere this Monarch's fatal Blow, 
Hurld down a Precipice, and plung d in Woe, 
Than ſhall this Day of Agonie on all 
Extended Nature's wide Dominion fall; 
Through the rent Brain Diſtraction ſwiftly rowls, 
And ſhakes the laſt Receſſes of their Souls; 
They wiſh the Lab'ring Sun quite out, no Spark 
Of Day unquench d, Earth ſo els Dark, 
In ſuch black filent Death all Nature laid, 
God might forget that e er a World was made: 


Heayn, 
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Heav'n, which knows all things, may the Pain con- 
f 8 [ ceive, 
But Man by Feeling only can Believe. 

From Eaſt to Weſt they fly, from Pole to Line, 
Imploring Shelter from the Wrath Divine; 
p Beg Flames to wrap, or whelming Seas to ſweep, 
Or Rocks to yawn compaſſionately Deep, 
Seas caſt the Monſter forth to meet his Doom, 
And Rocks but priſon up for Wrath to come. 
So fares a Traytor to an Farthly Grown; 


While Death fits threat'ning in his Prince's Frown, 


His Hearts's diſmay'd; and now his Fears command 


To change his native for a diſtant Land: 
N Swift Orders fly, the King's ſevere Decree 
Stands in the Channel, and Locks up the Sea; 
The Port, He ſeeks, Obedient to her Lord, 
| -Hurls back the Rebel to his lifted Sword. 
But why this Idle Toil to paint That Day? 
This Time Elaborately thrown away ? 
Ds Words 
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Words all in vain Pant after the Diſtreſs, 
The Height of Eloquence would make it Leſs; 


Heay'ns! een the Good Man Trembles — 


And is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there come 
A Sure, a Fixt, Inexorable Doom? 
Ambition ſwell, and thy proud Sails to ſhow, 
Take all the Winds that Vanity can blow; 
alth, on a golden Mountain Blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either Hand; 
Spread all thy Purple Cluſters, Tempting Vine, 
And Thou, once Dreaded Foe, Bright Beauty, ſhine, 
Shine All; 1n all your Charms together riſe; 
That all, in all your Charms, I may Deſpiſe; 
While I mount upward on a ſtrong Deſire, 
Borne, like the Prophet, in a Car of Fire, 

In Hopes of Glory to be quite Involy'd! 
To ſmile at Neath | to long to be Diſſoly d! 


From 
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From our Decays a Pleaſure to receive! 
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And kindle into Tranſport at a Grave! 

What equals This? and ſhall the Victor Now 

| Boaſt the proud Laurels on his loaded Brow ? 
The Good Mans fixt on ſuch ſuperior Things, 
He Stoops to look on Crowns, or ſpeak with Kings: 
| Religion! Oh Thou Cherub, heavenly bright! 
Oh Joys unmixt, and fathomleſs Delight! 


Thou, Thou art All; nor find 1 in the whole 
Creation ought, but God and my own Soul. 

Such Thoughts alone the Prophet could ſuſtain, 
In the deep Chambers of the gloomy Main; 
When Darkneſs round him all her Horrors ſpread, 
And the Sea bellow'd oer his ſinking Head. 


When now the Thunder roars, the Lightning fly s, 


And all the warring Winds tumultuous riſe, 


When 


q 


— 2. — ks 
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When now the foaming Surges toſt on High, 
Diſcloſe the Sands beneath, and touch the Sky; 
| When Death draws near, the Mariners aghaſt, 
Look back with Terror on their Actions paſt; 
Their Courage ſickens into deep Diſmay, 
Their Hearts through Fear and Anguiſh melt away; 
q Nor Tears, nor Pray rs the T empeſt can appeaſe; | 
Now they devote their Treaſure to the Seas; 


* | 
Unload their ſhatter'd Bark tho richly fraught, 


5 


And think the Hopes of Life are cheaply bought 
With Gems and Gold; but oh, the Storm ſo high, | 


Nor Gems nor Gold the Hopes of Life can buy. 


The trembling Prophet then, Themſelves to ſave, | 


They headlong plunge into the briny Wave; 1 


Down he Deſcends, and Booming o er his Head 


The Billows cloſe; He's number d with the Dead. 


(Hear, oh ye Juſt! attend ye Virtuous Few 


And the bright Paths of Piety purſue ) 


Loe! 
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| [ Loe! the Great Ruler of the World from High 

: Looks ſmiling down with a propitious Eye, 

| Covers his Servant with his gracious Hand, 

1 And bids Tempeſtuous Nature ſilent ſtand; 

„ | Commands the peaceful Waters to give Place, 

3 Or kindly fold him in a ſoft Embrace; 

| | He bridles in the Monſters of the Deep; 

: | The bridled Monſters awful Diſtance keep, 
Forget their Hunger, while they view their Prey, 


And Guiltleſs gaze, and round the Stranger play. 


3 But ſtill ariſe new Wonders; Nature's Lord 
* Sends forth into the Deep his powerful Word, 
| ; And calls the Great Leviathan; the Great 


| Leviathan attends in all his State, 


; | Exults for Joy, and with a mighty Bound 
| Makes the Sea ſhake, and Heay n and Earth reſound; 


| Blackens the Waters with the riſing Sand, 
And drives vaſt Billows to the diſtant Land. 
As 
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As yawns an Earthquake, when impriſon d Air 
Struggles for Vent, and lays the Centre bare, 
The Whale expands his Jaw's enormous Size, 
The Prophet views the Cavern with Surprize ; 


Meaſures his monſtrous Teeth afar deſcry d, 


Then takes Poſſeſſion of the ſpatious Seat, 
And ſails ſecure within the dark Retreat. 

Now is He Pleas d the Northen Blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid Mountains void of Fear; 
Or falls Immerſt into che Depth below, 
Where che dead filent Waters never flow; 


To the Foundations of the Hills convey d, 


Where never Plummet reach d, He draws his Breath, 


And glides ſerenely through the Paths of Death. 


Three 


Dwells in the ſhelving Mountain's dreadful Shade; | 


And rowls his wondering Eyes from Side to Side: 
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Three wondrous Days and Nights through coral 


| Groves, 


| Through Labyrinths of Rocks, and Sands he royes ; 


| : When the Fourth Morning with it's level Rays 
The Mountains Guilds, and on the Billows Plays, 


„ It ſees the King of Waters riſe, and pour 
4 His ſacred Gueſt uninjur'd on the Shore ; 
A Type of that Great Bleſſing, which the Muſe 


In Her next Labour ardently purſues, 
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Shakes off the Slumber of ten thouſand Years, 


; 2 
OW Man awakes, and from his ſilent Bed, 


Where He has ſlept for Ages, lifts his Head, 


And on the Borders of New Worlds appears; 
E 2 What- 
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Whate er the bold, the raſh Adventure coſt, 


In wide Eternity I dare be loft. 
The Muſe is/ wont in Narrow Bounds to ſing, 
To Teach the Swain, or Celebrate the Ring: | 


I graſp the Whole, no more to Parts confin d, 
J lift my Voice, and ſing to Humanknd: 
I fing to Men and Angels; Angels joyn, 
While ſuch the Theme, their ſacred Songs with mine. 


— — 


Again the Trumpet intermitted Sound 
Rowls the wide Circuit of Creation round, 
An uniyerſal Concourſe to prepare 
Of all that eyer breath'd the vital Air, 
In ſome wide Field, which active Whirlwinds ſweep, | 
Drive Cities, Foreſts, Mountains to the Deep, 
To Smooth, and Lengthen out the Unbounded Space, 
And Spread an Area for all Human Race. 


Now | 


A Poem on the Lafi Day. 25 


Now Monuments prove faithful to their Truſt, 
And render back their long committed Duſt, 
Noa Charnels Rattle; ſcatter d Limbs, and all 


The various Bones obſequious to the Call, 


Self- moy d advance; the Neck perhaps to meet 


| The diſtant Head, the diſtant Legs the Feet; 

| Dreadful to View! ſee through the Dusky Sky 

Fragments of Bodies in Confuſion fly, 

\ To diſtant Reg1ons journying, there to claim 

Deſerted Members, and compleat the Frame. 
When the World bow d to Rome's Almighty Sword, 

Rome bow d to Pompey, and confeſs d her Lord; 

Vet one Day loſt, this Deity below, 

Became the Scorn, and Pity of his Foe; 

[ His Blood a Traytor's Sacrifice was made, 

| And ſmoak'd indignant on a Ruffian s Blade ; 

No Trumpets ſound, no gaſping Armies Vell 

Bid with due Horror His great Soul farewel; 


Obſcure 
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Obſcure his Fall! all weltring in it's Gore, | 
His Trunk was caſt to periſh on the Shore, 

While Fulus frown'd the bloody Monſter Dead, 
Who brought the World in his Great Riyal's Head: 


This ſever d Head and Trunk ſhall joyn once more, 
Tho Realms now riſe between, and Oceans roar. | 
The Trumpet's Sound each vagrant Mote ſhall hear, | 


Or fixt in Earth, or if afloat in Air, 


Obey the Signal, wafted in the Wind, 
And not one Sleeping Atom lag behind. 


So ſwarming Bees, that on a Summer's Day 


In airy Rings, and wild Meanders play, 
Charm d with the brazen Sound, their Wandrings end, 


And gently circling on a Bough Deſcend. 


The Body thus renew'd, the conſcious Soul, 


Which has perhaps been flutt ring near the Pole, 


Or midſt the burning Planets wond ring ſtray d, 
Or hoyer'd oer, where her pale Corps was laid; 


Or 
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* 7 

Pr rather coaſted on her final State, 

And Fear d, or Wiſhd for her appointed Fate: 
This Soul returning with a conſtant Flame, 


Now Weds for ever her Immortal Frame, 


} Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
; The Springs maintain an everlaſting Round. 

| Thus a frail Model of the Work deſign d 
Firſt takes a Copy of the Builder's Mind, 


— A — at * 7 


Before the Structure firm with laſting Oak, 
And marble Bowels of the ſolid Rock, 

Turns the ſtrong Arch, and bids the Columns riſe, 
| And bear the lofty Palace to the skies, 

The Wrongs of Time enabled to ſurpaſs, 
With Bars of Adamant, and Ribs of Braſs. 


That Antient, Sacred, and Illuſtrious Dome, 


Where ſoon or late fair Albions Heroes come, 


From Camps, and Courts, tho Great, and Wiſe, 
$ TY [ and Julk, | 
Jo feed the Worm, and moulder into Duſt; 


That 


28 Poem on the Laſt Day. 


That Solemn Manſion of the Royal Dead, 


Where paſling Slaves o er Sleeping Monarchs tread, 

Now Populous o erflows; a Numerous Race | 

Of riſing Kings fill all the extended Space; 

A Life well ſpent, not the victorious Sword, 

Awards the Crown, and ſtyles the Greater Lord. 
Nor Monuments alone, and Burial-Earth 

Labours with Man to this his ſecond Birth ; 

But where gay Palaces in Pomp ariſe, 

And guilded Theatres invade the Skies, 

Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unſuſpected Bones £ 

Support the Pride of their Luxurious Sons ; 

The moſt magnificent, and coſtly Dome 
Is but an hg Chamber to a Tomb, 
No Spos on Earth but has ſupply'd a Grave, 


And Human Skulls the ſpatious Ocean pave, 

All's full of Man, and at this dreadful Turn, 

The Swarm ſhall Iſſue, and the Hive ſhall burn, 
Not 
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Not all at once, nor in like Manner riſe, 

Some lift with pain their flow, unwilling Eyes; 
Shrink backward from the Terror of the Light, 
And bleſs the Grave, and call for Laſting Night; 
Others, whoſe long attempted Virtue ſtood. 
Fixt as a Rock, and broke the ruſhing Flood, 

| Whoſe firm Reſolve nor Beauty could melt down, 
| | Nor raging Tyrants from their Poſture * 5 
Such in this Day of Horrors ſhall be ſeen, 

| To face the Thunders with a Godlike Mien; 


An Earth diſſolving, and a Heaven thrown wide, 
I A yawning Gulph, and Fiends on every Side, 


: Serene they view, impatient of Delay, 


And bleſs the Dawn of everlaſting Day. 


Oh wondrous Change! what unknown Objects 
; | riſe! 


| Shake my Belief, and fill me with Surprize ! 
F a Here 
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Here Greatneſs proſtrate falls, There Strength gives | 
[ Place; | 
Here Lazars ſmile, There Beautze hides her Face; 


Chriſtians, and Fews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended Throng, One Undiſtinguiſh'd Band, 


Some who perhaps by mutual Wounds expir'd 
With Zeal for their diſtin Perſuaſions fir d, 


In mutual Friendſhip their long Slumber break, 


And Hand in Hand their Sayiour's Love partake. 


But none are Fluſht with brighter Joy, or warm | 


With Juſter Confidence Enjoy the Storm, 


Than thoſe, whoſe pious Bounties unconfin'd 

Have made them Publick Fathers of Mankind; 

In that Illuſtrious Rank, what Shining Light 

With ſuch Diſtingaiſht Glory fills my Sight? 

Bend down, my grateful Muſe, that Homage ſhow , 
Which to ſuch Worthys thou art proud to Owe ; 
Wickbam\ Fox! Chichley | hail Illuſtrious Names, 

| Who to far diſtant Times diſpenſe your Beams, 


Beneath | 
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5 Beneath your Shades, and near your chryſtal Springs, 


I firſt preſum d to touch the trembling Strings; 


To Bleſs a People, and Oblige a Crown, 


All hail, thrice Honour d! Twas your great Renown 


ö When other Records Length of Years ſhall blaſt, 
In your Adopted Sons your Fame ſhall laſt, 


And make thoſe Kings to lateſt Ages known, 


i Thoſe Happy Monarchs, under whom you Shone : 
A Moment ſhone, IIluſtriouſly bright, 
Then left the mourning World, and ſet in Night; 
But Now you riſe Eternally to ſhine, 


Eternally to drink the Rays Divine. 


Indulgent God! oh how ſhall Mortal raiſe 
is Soul to due Returns of grateful Praiſe, 
ö For Bountie ſo profuſe to human Kind, 


Thy Wondrous Gift of an Eternal Mind? 


F 2 Shall . 


® 8 - Wy 6 ä 4 5 


F 


32 A Poem on the last Day. 


Shall I, who ſome few Years agoe was leſs, 
Than Worm, or Mite, or Shadow can Expreſs, 
Was Nothing; ſhall 1 live, when Every Fire 
Of Every Star ſhall languiſh, and expire? 

When Earth's no more, ſhall 1 ſurvive above, ö 
And through the radiant Files of Angels move, 


Or as before the Throne of God 1 ſtand, | 


See new Worlds rowling from his ſpatious Hand, | 
Where Our Adyentures ſhall perhaps be Taught, | 


As we now tell how Mzchaet Sang or Fought? 


* END ITO * 


All that has Being in full Conſort joyn, 


And celebrate the Depths of Love Divine! 
But oh! before this Bliſsful State, before 


Th Aſpiring Soul this wondrous Height can ſoar, 
The Judge Deſcending thunders from afar, 


And all Mankind is ſummon'd to the Bar. 


This 
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; 
This Mighty Scene I next preſume to draw, 


| Attend, Great ANNA, with Religious Awe; 
Expect not Here the known ſucceſsful Arts 
To win Attention, and command Our Hearts; 


| Fiction be far away, let no Machine 


| Deſcending Here, no Fancy d God be ſeen: 
| Behold the God of Gods Indeed deſcend, 
And Worlds unnumbred his Approach attend. 


: 
1.3 


Loe! the wide Theatre, whoſe ample Space 


Muſt entertain the whole of human Race, 

At Heaven's All- powr ful Edict is prepar d, 

And fenc'd around with an Immortal Guard. 
(Tribes, Provinces, Dominions, Worlds o erflow 
The mighty Plain, and Deluge all below; 

And every Age, and Nation pours along, 

| Nimrod, and Bourbon mingle in the Throng, 

. Adam 
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Adam ſalutes his youngeſt Son; no Sign 
Of all thoſe Apes, which their Births disjoyn. 


How empty Learning, and how vain is Art, 


But as it mends the Life, and guides the Heart? 


ls. a 


What Volumes have been ſwell d, what Time been 
To fix a Heroe's Birth-Day, or Deſcent ! 9088 
What Joy muſt it Now yield, what Rapture raiſe, 
To ſee the Glorious Race of Antient Days | 
To greet thoſe Worthy s, who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on Record before the Flood! 


Alas! a nearer Care your Soul demands, 


Ceſar Un-noted in your Preſence ſtands, 


How vaſt the Concourſe! Not in Number more] 


The Waves that break on the reſounding Shore, 


The Leaves that tremble in the ſhady Grove, 


The Lamps that guild the ſpangled Vaults aboye. 


Thoſe Overwhelming Armies, whoſe Command 


Said to One Empire Fall, Another Stand; 
Whoſe| 
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\ Whoſe Rear lay wrapt in Night, while breaking 1 
Rouz d the broad Front, and call d the TRIS ors . 
Great Xerxes World in Arms, Proud Cannæ s Field, 
Where Carthage taught Victorious Rome to Yield, 

( Another Blow had broke the Fates Decree, 

( And Earth had wanted her Fourth Monarchy,) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramuillia Hoſt, 

They all are Here, and Here they all are Loſt, 
Their Millions ſwell to be diſcern d in vain, 

| Loſt as a Billow in the unbounded Main. 

This Echoing Voice now rends the yielding Air, 
For Judgment, Judgment, Sons of Men, prepare; 
Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her Groans profound, 
And Hell through all her Trembling Realms reſound, 
Whoe er Thou art, Thou Greateſt Pow r of Earth, 
Bleſt with moſt Equal Planets at thy Birth, 

| Whoſe Valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful Sword, 


| Moſt Realms united in one common Lord, 


Who 
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Who on thy Day of Triumph ſaydſt, be Thine 

The Skies, Jehovah, all this World is Mine, 

Dare not to lift thine Eye. ------ Alas! my Muſe, 

How art thou Loſt ? what Numbers canſt thou þ 
chuſe?: —= | 

A ſudden Bluſh inflames the waving Sky, 

And now the crimſon Curtains open fly, 

Lo! far within, far far above all Height, 

Where Heav'n's Great Sovereign reigns in Worn g | 

Whence Nature He informs, and with one Ray ö 

Shot from his Eye, does all her Works ſurvey, 

Creates, ſupports, confounds! Where Time, and Place,] 

Matter, and Form, and Fortune, Life and Grace, 

Wait humbly at the Footſtool of their God, 

And move Obedient at his Awful Nod; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant Emmets crawl 

At random on this Air-ſupended Ball, 

(Speck of Creation?) if he pour one Breath, 

The Bubble breaks, and tis Eternal Death; 


T hence 
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Thence Iſſuing I behold (but mortal Sight 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing Sea of Light!) 
I ſce on an Empyreal flying Throne 
Awfully rais d Heaven's Everlaſting Son; 
Crown d with that Majeſty, which form d the World, 
And the Grand Rebel flaming downward hurl d. 
* Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotence 
Support the Train of their Triumphant Prince; 
| A Zone, beyond the Thought of Angels bright, 
Around him like the Zodiac winds it's Light; 
Night ſhades the ſolemn Arches of his Brows, 
And in his Cheek the purple Morning glows ; 
Where cer ſerene he turns propitious Eyes, 
| Or we expect, or find a Paradiſe, 
But if Reſentment reddens their mild Beams, 
That Een kindles, and the World's on Flames. 
On One Hand Knowledge ſhines in pureſt Light, 
On One the Sword of Juſtice fiercely Bright, 

G | Now 
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Now bend the Knee in Sport, preſent the Reed, 
Now tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor, he ſhall bleed! 

But oh! you Sons of Men, exalt your Voice, 
And bid the Soul through all her Pow rs rejoyce, 
Mercy, his Darling in his Boſom tound, 

Scatters Ambroſial Odonrs all around, 
Unbends his Brow, and mitigates his Frown, 
And ſooths his Rage, and melts his Thunders down. 
My Thoughts are chang'd, Now Man exalt thine Eye, Þ 
In thy dread judge, thy dear Redeemer ſpy: 
Een Judas ſtruggles his Deſpair to quell ; 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms in the Shades of Hell. 
Thas glorious through the Courts of Heav n the | 
| Source 
Of Life and Death Eternal bends his Courſe, 
Loud Thunders ound him rowl,and Lightnings play; 
The Angelic Hoſt is rang d in bright Array, 
Some touch the String, Some ſtrike the Wade 
57 


And mingling voices the rich Conſort ſwell; 


.. Voices 
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Voices Seraphic, bleſt with ſuch a Strain 


Cou d Satan hear, he were a God again; 
All Heav'n ſhines forth, in all her Pomp compleat, 


For God himſelf Magnificently Great. 


Triumphant King of Glory! Soul of Bliſs 
What a Stupendous Turn of Fate is this? 
Oh whither art thou rais d above the Scorn, 
And Indigence of Him in Bethlem born, 
A Needy, Helpleſs, Unaccounted Gueſt, 
And but a Second to the fodder'd Beaſt? 
How chang'd from Him, who meekly proſtrate laid, 
vouchſaf d to waſh the Feet himſelf had made? 
From Him, who was Betray d, Forſook, Deny d, 
Wept, Languiihd, Pray d, Bled, Thirſted, Groan'd, 

| [and Dy'd, 

Hung Pierc'd and Bare, Inſulted by the Foe, 


All Heav n in Tears above, Earth unconcern'd below? 


G 2 And 
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And was't enough to bid the Sun Retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy Groan Expire? 
I See, I Hear, 1 Feel the Pangs Divine, 

The World is vaniſh'd, -----I am wholly Thine. | 
Miſtaken Cazaphas! which was t blaſphem'd? 
Thou or thy Priſoner? which ſhall be condemn'd? 
well might 'ſt thou rend thy Garments, well exclaim; þ 
Deep are the Horrors of Eternal Flame! 
But God is Good! Tis wondrous all! En He 
Thou gavſt to Death, Shame, Torture Dy d for] 

[ Thee. 

Now the deſcending Triumph ſtops it's Flight 
From Earth full twice a Planetary Height; 

There all the Clouds condens d, two Columns raiſe 

Diſtin& with Orient Veins, and Golden Blaze; — 

One fixt on Earth, and One in Sea, and round 


It's ample Foot the ſwelling Billows ſound: 


Theſe Þ 
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Theſe an Immeaſurable Arch ſupport, 

The Grand Tribunal of this Awful Court; 

Sheets of bright Azure, from the pureſt Sky 

Stream from the Chryſtal Arch, and round the Co- 
[ lumns fly. 

Death wrapt in Chains low at the Baſis lyes, 

And on the Point of his own Arrow dyes. 

He High Enthron d th Eternal Judge is plac d, 

With all the Grandeur of the Godhead c 

Stars on his Robes in beauteous Order meet, 

And the Sun burns beneath his dreadful Feet. 

Now an Arch-Angel Eminently bright 

From off his filyer Staff of wondrous Height, 

| Unfurls the Chriſtian Flag, which waving flyes, 

And ſhuts and opens more than half the Skies: 

| The Croſs ſo ſtrong a Red, it ſheds a Stain, 

Where e er it floats, on Earth and Air and Main, 

| Fluſhes the Hill, and ſets on fire the Wood, 

| And turns the deep dy d Ocean into Blood. 

| Oh 
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Oh formidable Glory | Dreadful Bright! 
Refulgent Torture to the guilty Sight. ----- 


„ 


Ah turn, unwary Muſe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the Polluted dwell, 
Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his Beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a Dream; 
Wiſh, or their Souls may with their Lunbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his Eternal Sway ; +] 


But rather, if thou know { the Means, unfold 


How they with Tranſport may this Scene behold} 


8 rn 


Ah! how, but by Repentance, by a Mind 
Quick and ſevere it's own Offence to find, 
By Tears and Groans, and never 8 Care, 
And all the Pious Violence of Pray rs 
Thus then with Fervency till now unknown, 


I fling my Heart before th Eternal Throne, 
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For Homage to its Lord, a narrow Bound. 


43 


In this great Temple, which the Skies ſurround, 


46 0 Thou ! whoſe Ballance doth the Mountains 


[ weigh, 
«Whoſe Rein the Wild Tumultuous Seas obey, 


' «Whoſe Breath can turn thoſe watry Worlds to 
| Flame, 


' «That Flame to Tempeſt, and that Tempeſt tame, 


« Earth's meaneſt Son, with trembling, proſtrate falls; 


And on the Plenty of thy Goodnels calls. 


« Ah! give the Winds all paſt Offence to ſweep, 


Jo ſcatter Wide, or bury in the Deep; 
6 Thy Pow r, my Weakneſs may I Ever ſee, 
And wholly dedicate my Soul to Thee; 


44 If Anger boyl, let Anger be my Praiſe, 


| *And Sin the Graceful Indignation raiſe; 


(Reign oer my Will, my Paſſions ebb and flow 


„At thy Command, nor human Motive know; 


(4 My 
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« My Love be warm to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
“And lift the Burthen from the Soul Oppreſt. 
“Oh may my Underſtanding Ever read 
This Glorious Volume, which thy Wiſdom made 
„Who decks the Maiden Spring with flowry Pride? 


«Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling Bride? 
« Who joys the Mother-Autumn's Bed to crown, 
“And bids Old Winter lay her Honours down? 


Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Gar, 


«Not Europe's Arbitreſs of Peace and War. 
«May Sea and Land and Earth and Heay'n be joyn'd, | 


Jo bring th Eternal Author to my Mind; 
«When Oceans roar, or awful Thunders rowl, 
6 May Thoughts of thy dread Vengeance _—_ 
«When Earth's in Bloom, or Planets proudly ſhine, | 


* Adore, my Heart, the Majeſty Diyine. 


« Through Þ 
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Through every Scene of Life, or Peace, or War, 
plenty, or Want, thy Glory be my Care! 

c «Shine we in Arms? or ſing beneath our Vine? 

| « Thine is the Vintage, and the Conqueſt Thine; 

Thy Pleaſure points the Shaft, and bends the Bow, 

The Cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly fov; 

'C Tis Thou that lead ſt our pow rful Armies forth, 
«And giy fit Great ANNE Thy Scepter o er the 

Grant I may Ever at the Morning Ray 8 


Open with Pray r the Conſecrated Day, 


June thy great Praiſe, and bid my Soul ariſe, 


And with the mounting Sun aſcend the Skies; 
As that advances, let my Zeal improve, 

And glow with Ardour of conſummate Love; 

| Nor ceaſe at Eve, but with the Setting Sun, 

«My Endleſs Worſhip ſhall be ſtill Begun. 

| 0 And oh ! permit the Gloom of ſolemn Night 

Iro ſacred Thought may forcibly invite. 

H „When 


46 A Poem on the Laſt Day. 


« When this World's ſhut, and awful Planets riſe, 
« Call on our Minds, and raiſe them to the Skies, 
« Compoſe our Souls with a leſs Dazling Sight, 
© And ſhew all Nature in a Milder Light; 
« How every boiſtrous Thought in Calms ſubſides!) 
How the ſmooth'd Spirit into Goodneſs glides! 
« Oh how Divine! to tread the Milky Way, 
« To the bright Palace of the Lord of Day, 
«His Court admire, or for his Favour ſas, 
« Or Leagues of Friendſhip with his Saints renew, 
« Pleasd to look down and ſee the World a- ſleep, 
“While I long Vigils to it's Founder keep. : 
0 Can ſt Thou not ſhake the Centre? oh controul, 

< Subdue by Force the Rebel in my Soul; 
« Thou, who canſt ſtill the Raging of the Flood, 
© Reſtrain the various Tumults of my Blood; 
Teach me with equal Firmneſs to ſuſtain 

_ «Alluring Pleaſure, and Aſſaulting Pain; 
«Oh | 
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« Oh may I pant for Thee in each Deſire! 
And with ſtrong Faith foment the holy Fire! 


| «Stretch out, my Soul, in Hope, and graſp the Prize, 
«Which in Eternity's deep Boſom lyes ! 

« And when I quit the Toils of human Race, 

e Behold anveiCd the Glories of Thy Face, 

= My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 
Li « And rival Angels in the Praiſe of Thee, 7 


e e n eee 
Iſſe quoque in fatis reminiſcitur affore tempus, 

Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia cæli 

Ardeat, & mundi moles operoſa laboret, Ovid. Met. 


: HE World Alarm d, the Planets ſhook around, 
T The Dead ariſing at the Trumpet's Sound, 
The Judge deſcending, the Celeſtial Guard, 

And for the Grand Arraignment all prepar d, 

; Th' Ad- 
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Th' Adyentrous Muſe has ſung; what yet remains ; 
Demands her laft, but moſt exalted Strains ; 

And oh! ot let her Now affect the Sky, 

Or in Inglorious Shades for Ever lie: 

She kindles, ſhe's inflam d ſo near the Goal, 

She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry Pole; 

The World grows leſs as ſhe purſucs her Flight, 
And the Sun darkens to her diſtant Sight; 


Heavn opening all it's facred Pomp diſplays, 


8 


And overwhelms her with the ruſhing Blaze; 


The Triumph rings 1 Archangels ſhout around! [1 


And echoing Nature lengthens out the Sound. A 


Ten thouſand Trumpets Now at once advance; | 1 
Now deepeſt Silence lulls the vaſt Expanſe; : 
So deep the Silence, and fo ſtrong the Blaſt, 1 
As Nature Dy d, when ſhe had Groan d her Laſt; þ 

Nor 


/ 
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Nor Man, nor Angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his Glory fills the Sky; 
Not guilty Fear, not Fancy's ſelf can draw 

A Meeting more Auguſt, of Greater Awe; 

Perhaps through all Eternity has been 

By God himſelf nought more Tremendous ſeen ; 

[ And Thou, my Soul, ( Oh fall to ſudden Pray r, 


And let the Thought fink deep, ) ſhalt Thou be there? 


#udojia! Fair in Goodneſs! ever Dear! 

In the chaſt Warmth of Piety draw near, 

Fall on my beating Heart, and joyn the Share 
Which Thou detain ſt, in reconciling Pray 'r; 

| Let me give all my Self, my Soul Intire, 

And worſhip with a Fullneſs of Defice; | 

6 Alas! thou doſt not know thy Dreadfull Power; 
'Start at thy Self! Thou govern ſt This Great Hour 
| If Thou art Ruin'd, oh can I be bleſt? 

Tell me Ye Guardians of Eternal Reſt; 


Come 
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Come then, Eudoſia, with my Saviour joyn, 


To make me Sharer of the Love Divine. 


See on the Left, (for by the Great Command 
The Throng divided falls on either Hand;) 


How Weak, how Pale, how Haggard, how Obſcene, | 


What more than Death in every Face and Mien? 
With what Diſtreſs, and Glarings of Affright 
They ſhock the Heart, and turn away the Sight 2 
In gloomy Orbs their trembling Eye-balls rowl, 
And tell the horrid Secrets of the Soul ; 


Each Geſture mourns, each Look is black with Care, 


And every Groan is Loaden with Deſpair. 
+, Reader, if Guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 


A truer Picture drawn in thy own Mind. 


Cou d any Circumſtance add Terror there, 
Where Terror reigns adready moſt Severe; 


Could 
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, How wou dit Wound? ah! what would'ſt thou not 


For one more Tryal, one Day more to Live? 
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Could Aggravations to this Scene be made, 

And caſt a Shadow on ſo deep a Shade; 

| Say ſhould ft thou ſee thy Brother, Father, Wife, 
| And all the ſoft Companions of thy Lite, 

Whoſe blended Intereſts level'd at One Aim, 
Whoſe mixt Defires ſent up One common Flame , 
Divided far; Thy ſelf, perhaps, alone 

Caſt on the Left, of all whom thou haſt known ; 


[give 


| Flung back in Time an Hour, a Moment's Space, 
To graſp with Greedineſs the means of Grace, 
To puſh for Mercy with a Pious Rage, 

| And in that Moment to Redeem an Age? —— 
Drive back the Tyde, ſuſpend a Storm in Air, 
Arreſt the Sun; But ſtill of This Deſpair, 


© $55 | Mark 
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Mark on the Right, how amiable a Grace! 
Their Maker's Image freſh on ey ry Face 
What purple Bloom my raviſht Soul admires, 
And their Eyes Sparkling with Immortal Fires ? 
Triumphant Beautie ! Charms that riſe above 
This World, and in bleſt Angels kindle Love! 
To the Great Judge with holy Pride they turn, 
And dare behold th Almighty's Anger burn; 
It's Flaſh ſuſtain, againſt it's Terror riſe, 

And on the Dread Tribunal fix their Eyes. 

Are theſe the Forms that moulder'd in the Duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent Glory of the Juſt ! 

Yet ſtill ſome riſing Miſts of Fear, and Doubt 
Th Infected Brightneſs of their Joy pollute, 


Thus the chaſt Bridegroom, when the Prieſt owe 
! | | [_ nigh, 
Beholds his Bleſſing with a trembling Eye, 


. 


Feels 
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Feels doubtfull Paſſions throb in every Vein, 
And in his Cheeks are mingled Joy and Pain, 

| Leſt ſtill ſome intervening Chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the Glorious Prize, 
Inflame his Woe, by bringing it ſo late, 

And ſtab him in the Criſis of his Fate. 


Since Adam's Family, from Firſt to Laſt, 
Nou into One diſtinct Survey is caſt, 
Look round Vainglorious Muſe, and You whoeer 


Devote your ſelves to Fame, and think her Fair, 


Look round, and View the Lights of human Race, 


Whoſe ſhining Acts Times brighteſt Annals grace; 


Who founded Sets; Crowns conquer d, or reſign d; 


| Gave Names to Nations; or fam d Empires joyn'd; 


Who raisd the Vale, and laid the Mountain low ; 


And tavght obedient Riyers where to flow ; 


12 Who 
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Who with vaſt Fleets, as with a mighty Chain, 
Cou'd bind the Madneſs of the roaring Main; 
All Loſt? all Undiſtinguiſht > no where Found? 
How will this Truth in Bourbon s Palace Sound? 
Round guilded Roofs how heavily t will fly? 
With what a Weight on Crowns and Sceptres lye ? 
En Great and Good Auguſtus is not ſeen, 

Nor Haughty Babylon's Victorious Queen: 


But what is He, who mid ſt the radiant Bands 


Ot Spotleſs Saints, and Laurell d Martyrs ſtands, 


Conſpicuous from afar > Whoſe Rays ſo bright 
* Sollicit, and attract the raviſht Sight? 


In whom ] ſee two diſtant Virtues joyn d, 


ö A Royal Greatneſs, and an humble Mind, 
His lifted Hands, his lofty Neck ſurround, 


To hide the Scarlet of a circling Wound, 


The 
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| | Th Almighty Judge bends forward from his Throne 
' Theſe Scars to mark, and then regards his Own 
Feruſalem s Foundations groan aloud, 


And Albion finks beneath her ambient Flood. 


Nor far, methinks, 1 Kindred Features trace 
in a Majeſtic, tho a Female Face, 

Her Conſort by; around them ſmiling move, 
The Beauteous' Bloſſoms of their fruitfull Love; 
Known of their Parents, they their Parents know ; 
Their Boſoms with a double Tranſport glow ; 
hleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 
All they hold dear in Equal Bleſſing joyn d. 

In One, Superior Majeſtie appears, 

Advanc d in Beautie, as Adyancd in Years, 


What Melting Sweetneſs, what Commanding Grace 


Neet on his Brow like Victory and Peace? 
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Oh! to what favourite Part of Humankind 


Was this ſo Great, but Dangerous Gift deſign d? 


What Nation humbly cou d Enjoy his Reign? 
If Loſt? with Patience ſuch a Loſs ſuſtain? 

Ah ſay, Britania, whence this Vengeance flow d, 
Haſt Thou not yet Atton d thy Martyr's Blood? 
Edwayds and Henrys ſtill aloud Reſound; 
Nor are their Names in Greater G/ofter drown d; 
Oh! what a Godlike Race in Him is Loſt ? 

What has his Death e en future Ages coſt ? 
Bat usd with Art, and rightly underſtood, 
All Diſpenſations from Above are Good; 
And tho' with frightfull Aſpect they Surprize ; 
Moſt Ills are only Bleſſings in Diſguiſe. 
Oh happy Iſſue i to Whom ne er was known 
The bright Temptations ſparkling from a Throne 
Great Parents! who thoſe bright Temptations knew, 


Knowing Ingag'd, Ingaging Overthrew. 


And | 
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And Now You reap for your ſucceſsfull Fight, 
Immortal Crowns of Glory and Delight: 

; Behold a Volume Vaſt fince Time begun, 

Juſt Regiſter of all beneath the Sun, 

Is thrown full Wide; Peace Ocean ! Silence lull 
The ſounding Winds! ye Spheres forbear to rowl ! 
| Hear, oh Creation, thy Great Maſter ſpeak! —— 
Now firſt for Guilty Man bleſt Angels ſhake. 


That Hour on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all Eternity has fixt his Eye, 
Whether his right Hand Favour d, or Annoy d, 
Continu d, Alter d, Threaten d, or Deſtroy d. 
| Southern or Eaſtern Sceptre downward hurl'd, 


Gaye North or Weſt Dominion o'er the World; 


The 
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The Point of Time, for which that World was built, 
For which the Blood of God Himſelf was ſpilt, 
That Dreadfull Moment is Arriy'd, —— 


Aloft, the Seats of Bliſs their Pomp diſplay 
Brighter than Brightneſs, this diſtioguiſht Day; 
Leſs Glorious when of Old th Eternal Son 
From Realms of Night return'd with Trophies won ; | 
Thro Heaven's high Gates, when he TR 
And ſhouting Angels Hail'd the Victor God. 
Horrors, Beneath, Darkneſs in Darkneſs, Hell 
Of Hell, where Torments behind Torments dwell ; 
A Furnace formidably Deep and Wide 

Oer-boyling with a mad Sulphureous Tyde, 
Expands its Jaws, moſt Dreadfull to Survey, 
And Roars outragious for the Deſtin'd Prey. 
The Sons of Light ſcarce unapal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs Heayen's Eyerlaſting Throne. 
Such | 
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Such is the Scene, and one ſhort Moment's ſpace 
| Concludes the Hopes, and Fears of human Race. 
Proceed who dares, I tremble, as I write; 

The Whole Creation ſwims before my Sight : 

1 ſee, 1 ſee the Judges frowning Brow, 

Say not tis diſtant, 1 behold it Now; 

I Faint, my tardy Blood forgets to flow, 

My Soul recoils at the Stupendous Woe ; 

That Woe, thoſe Pangs which from the guilty breaſt 
In theſe, or Words like theſe ſhall be Expreſt. 


| <Who burſt the Barriers of my peacefull Graye? 
| “Ah! Cruel Death that wou'd no longer Save, 
gut grudgd me e en that narrow, dark Abode, 


«And caſt me out into the Wrath of God; 


Ss - «Where 
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« Where Shreeks, the roaring Flame, the 4 
« And all the Dreadfull Eloquence of Pain 
“Our only Song; Black Fires Malignant Light, 

« The ſole Refreſhment of the blaſted Sight. 

« Muſt all thoſe Pow'rs Heav'n gave Me to ſupply 
« My Soul with Pleaſure, and bring in my ſoy, 

« Riſe up in Arms againſt Me, joyn the Foe, 

« Senſe, Reaſon, Memory increaſe my Woe? 

« And ſhall _ Voice ordaind on Hymns to dwell, 
« Corrupt to Groans, and blow the Fires of Hell? 
« Oh! muſt I gaze in Terror on my Gain, 


« And with Exiſtence only meaſure Pain? 


“What, no Reprieve, no leaſt Indulgence giv'n, 


No Beam of Hope from any Point of Heavn 


« Ah Mercy! Mercy! art Thou dead above, 

Is Love extinguiſht in the Source of Love? — — 

« Bold that Jam! did Heay'n ſtoop down to Hell, 

«Th Expiring Lord of Life my Ranſom ſeal ? 
Haye 
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4 Have I not been Induſtrious to Provoke, 


1 “ſuſt is my Lot ----- but oh! muſt it tranſcend 
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«From his Embraces obſtinately broke, 

g « Purſued, and panted for his mortal Hate, 

E Earn d my Deſtruction, labour d out my Fate; 
i « And dare I on Extinguiſht Love Exclaim ? 


„Take, take full Vengeance, rouſe the (lac »ing 


| 1 


The Reach of Time, deſpair a diſtant End ? 
| « With dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe 

| © Where Thought cant follow, and bold Fancy dyes i 
« Never! where falls the Soul at thc dread Sound, 
« Down an Abyſs how dark, and how profound, 
« Down, down I ſtill am falling, ( Horrid Pain!) 
«* Jen thouſand thouſand Fathoms (ill remain, 
My Plunge ſtill but Begun. ----- And This for Sin? 
| « Cou'd I Offend, if I had never been, 


gut ftill encreaſt the ſenſeleſs happy Mals, 


4 Flow d in the Stream, or flouriſht in the Graſs? 


K 2 «Father 
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« Father of Mercies! why from filent Earth 


« Did'ſt thou awake, and curſe me into Birth? 


«Tear me from Quiet, raviſh me from Night, 
« And make a thankleſs Preſent of thy Light; 
«Fling into Being a Reverſe of Thee, 

5 And animate a Clod with Miſery? 


1 The Beaſts are Happy, they come forth and keep 


Short Watch on Earth, and then lye down to fleep; 


c Pain is for Man, and oh! how vaſt a Pain 


For Crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in] 
| [ Vain! 
«Stifled his Groans, as far as in them lay, F 


And flung his Agonies, and Death away. 


« As our dire Puniſhment for Ever Strong, 


O ur Conſtitution too for Ever Young, 


« Curſt with Returns of Vigour, {till the Same, 
Powerful to Bear, and fatisfie the Flame; 
«Still to be caught, and Still to be purſu d 
To periſh Still, and Still to be renew d 


& And 
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; « And this, My Help! My God at thy Decree? 
” Then Nature's chang d, and Hell ſhould ſuccour me; 
4 And canſt Thou then look down from Perfect Bliſs, 
; And ſee me Plunging in the dark Abyls, 

„Calling Thee Father, in a Sea of Fire? 

Or pouring Blaſphemies, at thy Defire ? 

«With Mortal's Anguiſh wilt Thou raiſe Thy Name, 
f « And by my Pangs Omnipotence proclaim ? 

: «Thou, who canſt toſs the Planets to and fro, 
Contract not thy Great Vengeance to my Woe, 

ö « Cruſh Worlds, in bene Flames Fal n Angels lay, 
On Me Almighty Wrath is caſt away ; 

Call back thy Thunders, Lord, hold in thy Rage, 
Nor with a Speck of Wretchedneſs Engage; 
Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a Worm to blame, 

| „But loſe me in the Greatneſs of thy Name: 

| <Ist given to Me, to Stop thy flowing Love, 

| « And make ſuch Goodneſs Cruelty approve ? 

« Shall 
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« Shall ſinfull Man grow Great by his Offence, 

« And from it's Courſe turn back Omnipotence . 
« Forbid it! and oh! grant, Great God, at leaſt 
“This One, this ſlender, almoſt no Requeſt, 
«When 1 have wept a Thouſand Lives away, 
«When Torment 1s grown weary of it's Prey, 
«When I haye ray d ten Thouſand Years in F. ire, 


«Ten Thouſand Thouſands, let me then Expire. 


| Deep Anguiſh! but too late, the hopeleſs Soul 
Bound to the Bottom of the burning Pool, 
Tho loath, and Ever loud blaſpheming, owns 
Hes Juſtly doom d to pour Eternal Groans; 
Enclos d with Horrors, and transfixt with Pain, 
| Rowling in Vengeance, ſtrugling with his Chain, 
Fo talk to Fiery Tempeſts, to implore 
The raging Flame to give it's Burnings o er, 
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Io Toſs, to Writh, to Pant beneath his Load 
And bear the Weight of an Offended God. 


The Favour d of their judge in Triumph move 

Jo take Poſſeſſion of their Thrones above, 

Satan's accurſt Deſertion to ſupply, 
And fill the vacant Stations of the Sky, 
Again to kindle long extinguiſht Rays, 

And with new Lights promote the Heavenly Blaze; 
Io crop the Roſes of Immortal Youth, 
And drink the Fountain Head of Sacred Truth, 
To ſwim on Seas of Bliſs, to ſtrike the String, 
And lift the Voice to their Almighty King, 
To loſe Eternity in grateful Lays, 


And fill Heaven's wide Circumference with Praiſe. 


While this Great Theme ſome Nobler Wing 
purſues, 


A Burning World in view calls off my Muſe. 
The 
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The Fatal Period, the Great Hour is come, 
| And Nature ſhrinks at her approaching Doom; 
1 Loud Peals of Thunder give the Sign, then all 
I 


Heaven's Terrors in Array ſurround the Ball; 


} 

Fierce Lightnings with the Meteors Blaze conſpire 
| And darted downward ſet the World on Fire, 
Black riſing Clouds the thicken'd Æther choak, 


And ſpiry Flames ſhoot thro the rowling Smoak, 
With keen Vibrations cut the ſullen Night, | 
And ftrike the darken'd Sky with dreadfull Light, | 


From Heavens four Regions with Immortal Force 
Angels drive on the Winds impetuous Courſe 
T Enrage the Flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, | 
Swells in the Storm, and Bellows through the Sky ; | 
# 1] Here winding Pyramids of Fire aſcend, 


Citys and Deſarts in one Ruin blend, 
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: Here blazing Volumes wafted overwhelm 
The ſpacious Face of a far diſtant Realm; 
There undermin d down ruſh Eternal Hills, 


The Neighbouring Vales the vaſt Deſtruction fills. 


Hear ſt thou that Dreadful Crack? that Sound, 


which by oke | 


Like Peals of Thunder, and the Centre ſhook ? 
What Wonders muſt that Groan of Nature tell ? 
| Olympus there, and Mightier Atlas fell, 
Which ſeem d above the Reach of Fate to ſtand 
| Atowring Monument of God's right Hand, 

| Now Duſt and Smoak, whoſe Brow ſo lately ſpread 
Oer ſhelter'd Countrys it's diffuſive Shade. 


High mid'ſt the Clouds the boyling Ocean roars 


| And looks far down on his decreafing Shoars 
Leviathan, in plaintive Thunder cry, 


In diſtant, diſmal Pants, the long-liv'd Echos dye. 


L Shew 
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Shew me that celebrated Spot, where all 


The various Rulers of the ſever d Ball 


Have ſued for Friendſhip, Honour, or Redreſs, 


| That Land, which Heavn ſeem'd diligent to Bleſs, 


F 
| | Once call'd Britannia; can Her Glories End? 
N And cant ſurrounding Seas Her Realms defend? 


Alas! in Flames behold ſurrounding Seas 


And all their Waters but augment the Blaze. 


Some Angels Say, where ran proud Aas bound, 


: 
: 
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Or where with Fruits was Fair Europa cround? 


|: Where ſtretcht Waſt Lybia? where did India Store | 
l 2 Sparkle in Diamonds, and her Golden Oar? 
Each loſt in Each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, 

# { And all diſſoly d one fiery Deluge flow; 


Thus Earth's contending Monarchies are joyn d, 


And a full Period of Ambition find. 
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And now whate er or Swims, or Walks, or Flys, 
Inhabitants of Sea, of Earth, or Skies; 
All on whom Adams Wiſdom fixt a Name, 


All Plunge, and Periſh in the conquering Flame. 


This Globe alone would but defraud the Fire, 
Starye its devouring Rage; the Flakes aſpire _ 
And catch the Clouds; and make the Heay'ns their 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars all melt away, ads 
And leave a Mighty Blank: Involy'd in Flame 
The whole Creation Sinks! The Glorious Frame, 
In which ten thouſand Worlds in radiant Dance, 
Orb above Orb their wondrous Courſe advance, 
By that Oeruling Hand which Kindled all 
The Stars, and rounded in it's Palm the Ball, 
Is Cruſht, and Loft; no Monument, no Sign, 
Where once ſo proudly Blaz d the gay Machine. 
L 2 


So Sparks that ſcatter from the kindling Fire ; 


Has more to Boaſt, and far outweighs the Whole; 


An Earth Diſſolving, a Deſcending God ? 


For whom theſe Revolutions, but for Man ? 
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So Bubbles on the foaming Stream expire, 


The Devaſtations of One dreadfull Hour 


The Great Creator's Six days Work deyour. 
| — 


How Rich that God who can ſuch Charge defray, 
And bear to fling ten thouſand Worlds away ! 
Great Wealth! and yet, (Ve Nations hear!) One Soul 


Exalted in Superior Excellence | 
Caſts down to Nothing, ſuch a Vaſt Expence. 
Have You not ſeen th Eternal Mountains Nod, 


What ſtrange Surprizes thro' all Nature ran! 


For Him Omnipotence new Meaſures takes, 


For Him thro all Eternity awakes; 
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Fours on Him Gifts ſufficient to ſupply 


Heaven's Lofs, and with freſh Glories fill the Sky. 


Think deeply then, O Man, how Great Thou art, 


— CEC EET — — — 


| Pay thy ſelf Homage with a trembling Heart, 
| What Angels Guard, no longer dare neglect, 
| Slighting Thy ſelf, Affront not God's Reſpect; 


Enter the ſacred Temple of thy Breaſt, 

And Gaze, and Wander there a Raviſht Gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden Treaſures Thou ſhalt find, 

| Wander thro all the Glories of thy Mind ; 

| Of Perfect Knowledge, See, the dawning Light 

Foretells a Noon moſt exquiſitly Bright! 

Here, Springs of endleſs Joy are breaking forth! 

There, Bud the Promiſes of Heavenly Worth! 

Worth, which muſt Ripen in a Happier Clime, 

And Brighter Sun, beyond the bounds of Time. 


Thou, 
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Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy Vaſt Eſtate, 

What Stores, on Pannen Coaſts, thy Landing wait. 
Loſe not thy Claim, let Virtue's Paths be trod, 
Thus glad all Heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteous God, 
Who to light Thee to Pleaſures hung on high 
Yon radiant Orb, Proud Regent of the Sky, 


That Service done, it's Beams ſhall fade away, 


And God Shine forth in One Eternal Day. 


